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THE LOVE OF GAIN: 



A POEM, 



IMITATED FROM THE THIRTEENTH SATIRE OF JIATIXAL. 






Oh ! thou fwcel King-killer, and drar Divorce 

'Twixt natural Son and Sire ! thou bright Dcfilcr 

Of Hymen's pureft Bed ! thou valiant Mars ! 

Thou evcr-Ioved, frefli, young, and delicate Wooer, 

Whofe blufli doth thaw the confecrated fnow 

That lies on Dian's lap ! Suakiispeare, 



■■ I ■ i 
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By M. G. LEWIS, Esq. M. P. 

AUTHOR OF THE MONK, CASTLE-SPECTRE, ETC. 
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/SI 



TO 



THE HONOURABLE 



CHARLES JAMES FOX, 1 

•J 

1 HE following Lines are refpeftfully infcribed, 
as a trifling Mark of the Veneration in which I hold 
his Talents and Character, and which his prefent 
Retirement from Public Life gives me an Opportunity 
thus to declare without running the Hazard of fub- 
jefting myfelf to Party Cenfure. 



M. G. LEWIS. 



THE LOVE OF GAIN. 



B 



( 2 ) 



JUVENAL. 



SATIRE THE THIRTEENTH. 



!• ExEMPt'O quodcunque malo committitur, ipfi 
DKplicet au6tori. Prima eft haec ultio, quod, fe 
Judice, nemo nocens abfolvitur, improba quamvis 
Gratia fallaci Prsetoris vicerit iirna. 
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THE LOVE OF GAIN. 



IMILIWS— 4"HE AUTHOR. 



THE AUTHOR. 



TnouGri -dft the heart, when tagwig paffions ftottn, 

To Vice we kneel, and fain would veil her form. 

Her native daf kliefs ever mod;.s difgiiife, 

And crimes look foul, e'en in their author's eyes. 

Here the firft maiic of heav*nly vengeance view ; 

Vice, felfe to others, to herfelf is true ! 

When the pack.*4 jury, and the quibbled flaw 

Delude the eye, and lame the arm of law ; 

When Erlkine*s wit the cul^xrit'-client &ves, 

And fraud imfcourged offended juftice b^ves { i o 

Still is the wretch in private doom*d to hear 

From his own heart a verdift more fevere. 

B 2 



( 4 ) 



5. Quid fentire putas omnes, Calvine, recenti 
De fcelere, &: fidei violate crimine ? fed nee 
Tam tenuis cenfus tibi contigit, ut mediocris 
JaiSturae te mergat ortus : nee rata videmus, 
Quae patens. Cafus multis hie cognitus, ae jain : ^ 

Tritus, &: e medio Fprtunas du<Shis aceryo. i / </ 

Ponamus nimios gemitus : flagrantior aequo \ . 
Non debet dolor effe yiri, necvulnere major.; 
Tu, quamyiSi Jevium minimam, exiguamque malorum-' 
Particulam vix ferre potes, fpumantibus ardens 
Vifceribus, faenim tibi quod non reddat amieus 
Depofitum. Stupet haec, qui jam poft terga reliquit 
Sexaginta annos, Fontejo Confule natus ? 
An nihil in melius tot rerum profieit ufii ? 



( 5 ) 

There dwells a judge, whofe voice no bribe can pay. 
No party liletnce, and no flattery fway ; 
The finner Ihrinks, before himfelf arraigned, 
And almoft forrows, that his caufe is gained. 

Nor does his guilt himfelf alone difguft ; 
The world condemns, for here the world is juft : 
Unpunifh'd crimes ftill fhock the public ear. 
And crimes unpunifti'd doubly foul appear. 2o 

Then why, Emilius, thus in furious ftrain 
Of broken faith, and laws corrupt complain ? 
Lefs warmth, my tefty jfriend ; more juftly found 
Your injury's depth, nor call your fcratch a wound- 
With plenteous ftore by Fortune's bounty bleft. 
Of bonds, and ftock, and fertile lands poffeft. 
Your lofs is trifling, and fo trite your cafe. 
Scarce in the public prints ^twill find a place. 
While, then, we mark your breaft \9ith paflion rife. 
Your trembling lips, clench'd hands, and flafliing eyes, 30 
When alk'd the caufe, how poor the anfwer founds, 
" A friend is falfe ! IVe loft a tboufand pounds.^-^ 
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Magna qui<km, (kcris-quae^dat praecepta Ubellisi . 
Vi<arix Fortunae Sapi^itia. Docimus autem 
Hos quoque lelkes, qiii fetre iitconsmoda viOSf 
Nee jadtare jugrnn vit^ didkere magiftr^ 



23. Quae tam fefta dies, lit ceflet prodere fiireiii, 

Perfidiam, fraudes, atque omne ex crimine lucrum 
Quaefitum, et partes gladio, vel pyxide nummos ? 
Rari quippe boni : numerus vix eft totidem, quot 
Thebarum partae, vel divitis oftia Nili, 
Nona xtas agitur, pejoraque fecula ferri 



( 7 ) 
A friend is feHb^ DOQe^Xhm «iroft2» the eye: 
Which lately fiiw its fiacticth 
Has age then bleach'd your raven locks in vain. 
Impaired your limbs, and not matur'd your brain ? 
Oh ! mourn your drofs no more : with tears lament 
Your mind unfumiftiM, and your time nnfpent- 
Bleft is the man, whom philofophic lore 
Beyond proud Fortune's reach has taught to foar ; 40 

Who, when Ihe frowns, her faKhood not reviles. 
Nor boafts her favour when the harlot fmiles. 
Nor him leis hssppy county wiunfeiyeaica TooNtrbauglatoy. 
Precious experience, audi ici««p-lfe4a«iii«g 1hdugJ>«f h:: o 
Wifdom to know all blifs is infecure, .r* - :•; ^-^ 

Courage to hope, and patience to endure. 

Sayj loud complainant, does the rolling year 
Prefent one day from fraud or knavery clear, 
Whofe fpotlefs White no thefts, no murders ftain, 
Writing in blood man's damning luft for gain ? 50 

In vain you fearch : — yet ftill the fearch purfue, 
Examine men, and fihd drgob^ how few ! 



^ 



( 8 ) 
Temporibus : quorum fceleri nbn ihvenit ipfa 
Nomen, St i nuUo pofiiit Natura metallo. 



31. Nos >ommum Divtkmqae fidem clamore demus, 
Quanto Faeiidium laudat vocalis agentem 
Sportula. r 



33. Die fenior bull^ digniflime^ nefcis,. 

Quas habeat Veneres aliena pecunia ? nefcis^ 
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So few, alas ! that if that guilt to fly 

Which daily, hourly, here diigufts the eye. 

The juft refolvM to leave the Britilh ftrand. 

And feek ibme difitant lefs polluted land, 

The whole feir troop away with eafe might bear 

My lord-mayor's barge, ^d ilill have room to fpare. 

Now let the iron age no more be bl^*d ; 

Bleft fhould its memory be, when ours is nam*d, 60 

For which no bard can find in nature's page 

So bafe a metal as would mark the age ! 

Yet though ourfelves'ftill fin, not lefs we blame 
Our neighbour's fih, and, ^hien be ens^ exclaim' 
Louder than fifhwives fcold, or afles bray. 
Or Vapid puffs his owii dry dull damn'd play ! 
All-hail, mouth-virtue ! at your altar bend 
Each canting hypocrite, and peijur'd friend ; 
Spare Lovegold fees his hduihbld god in you, 
Who coft no fixpence, and who feem Peru ! 70 

Boy-witted Elder ! muft thou ftill be told, 
!No forcerer*s fpell can witch an heart like gold ? 

c 
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Quem tua fimplicitas rifvim vulgo moyeat, cum 
Exigis a quoquam, ne pgeret : & putet ullis 
Efle aliquod iiuraen. templis, araeque rubentl ? 
Quondam hoc Iiidjgen» vivebaot more, priu$. qttam 
Sumeret agrellem pofito diademate falcerri 
Satumus fugtens. Tunc, cum virguncula Juno, 
Et privatus adhuc Idaeis Jupiter antris. . 



60. Nunc, fi depoiitum non infidetur amicus, 
Si reddat veterem cum totaseru^iAe Jqllem, 
Prodigiofa fides^ $c Tufcis digna UbeUis, 
Quaeque corooati luftrari deb.eat agn&. 



64. Egregium, fanftum^ue vinim fi cemo, bimembr; 
Hoc monftrum puero, vel mirandis fiib aratro . 
Pifcibus inventis, 8c foetae comparo mul^. . 



( ri ) 

That in each guinea conqu'ring Cupids fwarm, 

And Venus lefs than good King George can charm ? 

Hear you not, how the rude but wifer crowd 

Mock your limplicity with laughter loud, 

When raving about faith, and virtuous dread. 

And lightnings deftinM for each perjur'd head. 

You hope the traitor (by your threats difmay'd) 

fTi/I keep the promife, which he can evade ? 80 

If fuch things were, 'twas fure ere Adam fell. 

Or Eve loft Eden for a nonpareil ! 

But now a debt if fome flrange man fhould own. 

When neither bond or witnefs prove the lo^i. 

To mark an a6i lb jiift, and truth fo fare. 

His marble form Ihould grace fome public Iquare, 

And his name blazoned in the hiftoric page, 

Atteft that one good man adorn'd our age. 

For me, whene'er fuch adts of faith I hear. 
Loft in amaze, and trufting fcarce mine ear, 90 

" Let all," I cry, " to view this wonder run, 
^* And Pidcock * own his rarities outdone. 

• Keeper of the Exhibitioa at Exeter 'Change. 
C 2 
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71. Intercepta decern quserefis (eftertia fraude 
Sacrilege? quid ii bis centum perdidit alter 
Hoc arcana modo ? 



( 13 ) 
" Mourn, haplefs Pidcock, mouni ! your reign is o'er ; 
" In vain your eagles fcream, and tigers roar ; 
" The crowds, who erft to view your monfiers ran, 
** Now feek a rarer fight, an honeft man ! 
** What drinks, what eats he ? for I ne'er can think, 
" Like common mortals he can eat or drink. 
" How {peaks, how walks he ? ere I fleep to-night, 
** On this rare creature I rauft feail my fight." too 

And when, at length, this Wonder I behold, 
Amaz*d to find him caft in human mould, 
rm veX*d that like ourfelves on earth he treads, 
And fcarce believe he hasn't got two heads. 

But fay, Emilius, if a wrong thus flight 
So wounds thy .feeHngs and difgufts thy^ghU- '■ " "' ' s ■ ; ; 
How wouldft thou raVe, if Fraud's glib tongue had found 
The means to 're»ve thee of thy laft pdor pound ; > -. / 
Or how fupport a friend's more guilty ftealth, 
When lofe of freedom follows lofs of wealth * j i^ 

Turn to yon prifbn ! lift yon captive's tale, 
Who rafhly flood his fmooth-tongu'd brother's bail : 
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75. Tain facile & prqnrnn eft fuperot-cohtemnere tefte% 
Si mortalis idem nemo ifidat I ad^Mce, quanta 
Voce neget, quae fit fidti conllantiiiyultas .) 



( 15 ) 
Pent in thofe walls, the wretch dU hope refigns, 
Now wildly raves, and now dejedted pines ; 
While his free life abroad the ddjtor Q)ends, 
' Enjoys new pleafiire, and defrauds new friends. 

EMILIUS. 

Oh ! but my wretch fo wondrous well deceiv*d, 
Sufpicion's felf had fure his feith believ*d ! 
He fwore fuch oaths ! 

THE AUTHOR. 

He fwore ! did that prevail. 
And wert thou blinded by a trick fo ftale ? t2« 

. Oaths now are trifles few refufe to take, 

! Eafy to form, and eafier ftill to break 
Their peijur'd vows but few with horror fcan : 

; But few fear heavenly wrath, if Me from man, . . 

/ ,iiovcr:- c -:::_-■: :^i\^ii J.r: Jri-i.-TJ c-..;f! j i 

' Or Ihuddering think, their euilt that angels know, 

! The fecret lin a fecret ftill below. ., . . 

, Mark'd you, when late your caufe in court was tried, 
' And your falfe friend his lawftil debt denied, 
: One flight convulflon, or one tranfient blufli 
\ Bid his lip quiver, or his forehead flufli ? 13Q 
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84. Si vero & pater eft : " Comedam,*' inquit, " flebile gnati 
Sinciput elixi.** 



B6. Smit in l^ortuiiae qui cafibus omnia ponant, 
£t nullo credant mundum rt&arp inoy eri, 
Nature volvente vices 8c luds^^ 8c anni, 
Atque ideo intrepidi quaecunque altaxia tangunt. 



( 17 ) 
Faltcr*d hh tongue, when, loft all facred fear, 
On God he call'd to prove his words fincere ; 
And wifh*d, if juft yoilr charge, to curfe his fin 
Flames might confume himfelf and all his kin ? 
No ! fuch his eameft air, and changelefs face, 
Each word, each look fuch candour feem'd to grace, 
So firm his. voice, fo bold and clear his eye, • 
Yourfejf could fcarce believe his tale a lye ! 

EMILIUS. 

•Tis true ! *tis true ! with horror ftruck I heanl 

The unblufiiing vUlain fpeak the damning word. 140 

Gods ! how can man thus brave celefiial ire. 

While heaven has juftice, and while hell has fire ! 

THE AUTHOR. 

Alas ! my triend, an awfiil truth to tell, 

There are, who fcom that heaven, and mock that hell. 

In vain for thefe alternate feafons reign. 

Spring robes the fidds, and Autumn fsvielts the gram ; " ' 

In vain the moon now gilds the bf ow of night, 

And now the fun pours floods of glorious ligiit : 
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90. Eft alius metuens ne crimen pcena fequatur. 
Hie putat efle Deos, 8c pejerat, atque ita fecum : 



92. Decemat quodcumque volet de corpore noftro 
liis, & irato feriat mea lumina iiftro^ 
Dummodo vel coecus teneam^ quos abnego, nummosv 



( 19 ) 
" TTwas chance,** they cry, " to thofe fair orbs gave birth, 
" And chance alone with produce blefs'd the earth !** 150 

' Then boldly on the facred book they lay 
Their Ups to fwear fome good man's wealth away, 
And while his fpoils their ravifh'd eyes bewitch, 

\ Laugh at poor rogues, lefs impious and lefs rich. 

Others, whom timid guilt forbids to climb 
Thofe dreadful heights where Atheifts foar fublime, 
Own that a Power Supreme exifts on high, 
But while they own a power, that power defy. 
To thefe the prieft infpir'd defcribes in vain 
Each promis'd pleafiu-e, and each threatened pain : 160 

Heaven*s future joys their notice fcarce feem worth, 

f Wealth in tbis world,' their prefent heaven on earth, 

: Nor fear they to deferve the Eternal*s ciirfe, 

! Hell bad, 'tis true, but want of money worfe ! 
* " Let wrath divine,** thus Gripe in tranfport cries, 
" Curfe every limb, and quench my blafted eyes, 
** If ftill harmonious founds mine ears may drink, 
^* While in yon cheft my counted guineas chink, 
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100. Ut fit magnoy tamen certe lenta ira Deorumeft. 

102. ■ Sed & cxprabile Numeji 

FortalTe experiar. Splet his igfxofcere. Miilti 

Committunt eadem diyerfo crjmina fate* 

lUe crucem prethiixi fceleris tulitj.hic diadena^. 



"And ftill my palfied hands have power to hold, 

** Clofe to my heart, this bag of darling gold ! 170 

** What ! Ihall I fear, indignant rfeaven to fee 

*' Its magazine of plagues exhanft on me ? 

" What ! (hatt-fnioctfri the bat^hiftader, if wealtli ' 

" I buy with lolS of 6me, and loft of health ?' 

" No, ftill with glaed content my Heart Ihall Beat, 

" Though tomirti^ra*: my btttidsr, my eyiK; tiiy'f^, 

" If hoards of gold my burfting'colfers fftf, 

" Gold, which can foothe each pang, each fear can ftill, 

** Comfort for every care, and balm for every ill ! 

** Yet why thefe fears ? Celeftial wrath, we know, 180 
•* Though juft, is merciful ; though fierce, is flow : 
** Perhaps too, when arrives the avenging hour, 
** Repentant prayers may calm Heaven's angry power ; 
" Nor always in the world's .vaft book w;e find 
** To equal fin an equal doom aifigned. 
** Here fee with honours crown'd, there 'whelm'd witH gi:ief, 
** The Indian fpoiler, and the Englifli thief; , 
" And mark, what varying fetes their plunders ftop ' 
** Who robb'd a nation, and who robb'd a fiiop. 
I 
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-.'. r i-::a ai oelubra vocantem 
•-.iic -:•. Jrv a: vexare paratus. 
:^-i '^ii-AUXf^rotaudaciacaufae, 



X,. L:-aa> ^t S5K:»ra vincere poffis, 
^ uac',u:ti s.^i»iiv\is Hpmericus. 



,. V .u i .^nicni NTileat folatia ferre 
^ . . . vv v> tu«.\»s, nee Stoica dogmata legit 
^"^ ;v.-> :uiucadillantia; nonEpicunim 
saj»i«.:c c\i^ui laetum plantaribus hoiti. 
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" Rafcals alike, by Fortune's wayward fp6rt 190 

" One goes to Tyburn, t'other goes tolCourt ; . . 
" And while this rogue is doom*d in air to fwing, 
" That for a peerage kneels to thank the King.V ; / - 

The fophift's fears thus calm*d, the legal war 
No more he dreads, but dauntlefs feeks the bar. 
Arrives before youj wonders why you flay, , . . • . 

And cries — ** Sure^^onfcience makes the fWretch ,delay /* 
Caught l^y his tranquil air and front of brafs, .,. . .- 
{Oft does for innocence afiurance pafs) ....-,:. ,, • ,>. 
The judge declares ypur.charge mufl grpundlefs be, . . 200 
Its malice blames, and fets t;iie piifoni^^.feee,; , „ ., 
While you with fiercer rage aflert your caufe. 
And term the judge corrupt, unjuft the laws, 
Than Sappho felt when Drury damn'd her work. 
Or Gallia's ftruggles rais'd in zealous Burke ! 

Yet now, Emilius, let my prayers afiuage 
Awhile this flood of grief, this ftorm of rage. 
Nor fcom my counfel, though from one it flows, 
Whofe life few years, whofe brain fmall judgment knows : 



( :*♦ ) 
Ca4« Curentur dubU Medkis majjaribus tegd ; 
Tu venam vei iilbipula commute iHiHippi. 



126. Si milium in terris tain <leteftabile fkftiini 
Oftendis, taceb, nee pngnis caedere peifhis 
Te veto, nee plan! faciem contundere piltai; 
Quandoquidem acc^to ciaudenda eft janua damno, 
Et majore dom^s gemitu, majore tumultu 
Planguntiir ntimmi, qu^ funera. 
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Tour lack of tem^r •fliits wy lack of wit. It* 

And lx)yiJ(h griefe with boyilh ' 

When amputation rifques a patient's Hfe, c » 
Some ikilful hand Ihould guide the furgeoA^ kftife ♦ ' 
But who to bleed him Farquhar need retain, 
When the next barber's boy could breathe the^ vein ? 

Mark then ! — If what you mourn,: wjereifbrrie difr ill 
No partner fufFer'd, and no time couldftili; : . : U . : r / 
If fome ftrange curfe, fome plague to nature new. 
On you had fall'n, and fall'n on none but you. 
No word of mine Ihould mock your publifh'd pain, 220 
Or ftrive to bind your wrath in reafou's chain.::;: r ;< 5; . • 
Who knows the human he^rt, muft alfq knoy . 
How keen the pangs which make your forrows flow : 
Not with thofe lighs, which heave the nephew's heart, 
Who fees his hoarding uncle's life depart; j ;.. . .: . ;. 1 
Not with thofe tears, lyhidioiftora bids be fhed :'• ''^J 
By youthful widows for old hulbands dead ; : ^^;T::l^ T 
Grieve they, who dear departing wealth behoidi "" • ;' 
And mourn, not lofs of friends, but lofs of gold 
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131. I ■ Nemodolorem: 

Fingit in hoc cafu, veftem diducere fummam 
Contentus, vexare oculos humore coa^. 
Ploratnr Jacrymis amifia pecunia veris. 

135. Sed li cun^a vides fimili*fora plena querela 
Ten' O Delicias extra communia cenfes 
Ponendum ; quia tu gallinse filius albas. 



143. Rem pateris modicam^ & mediocri bile ferendam, 
Si fledtas oculos majora ad crimina. 



157. Haec quota pars fcelerum, qu« cuftos Gallicu$ urbis 
Ufque i Ludfero, donee lux occidat, audit ? 
Humani generis mores tibi Ji6Sh volenti 
Sufficit una domus. 
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No forc'd afflidtion bids their forrows rife ; 230 

They need no onion to provoke their eyes ; 
No ! — Loft that idol moft adored and dear, 
Heart-felt defpair, wild rage, and gAef lihcere 
Burft in each bitter ligh, gufh in each fcalding tear. 

Yet fure, my friend, 'tis wrong, unufual rage 
To feel at crimes fo xifual in this age, 
Unlefs your lot by fate you hoped delign'd 
Free from all crofles common to mankind. 
Alas ! ere beat your breaft, ere rent your hair, 
Weigh, what you bear yourfelf, what others bear. 240 

No pangs are yours paft man's, paft Heaven's reUef, 
No mighty mifchiefs move this mighty grief; 
Search but the world, then own your wrongs how fmall 
Placed near thofe wrongs on other heads which fall. 
Muft I atteft the fa<5t ? To prove how Vice 
Reigns fovereign here, one houfe can well fuffice. 

To Bow-ftreet turn ! * 

Ye giddy, gay, and proud. 
Who fwell great London's ever-buftling crowd, 

* The lines from the 247th to the ayoth are by the Hon. William- Lambe. 
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London, where all extremes together meet, 
Folly's chief throne, and Wifdom's graveft feat ; 250 

Where difagreements in agreement lie. 
Our clofe-knit mafs of contrariety ; 
Where throng the rich and poor, the fool and knave. 
Where ftatefmen juggle, and where patriots rave ; 
Where balls for advocates prepare their work. 
And embryo law-fuits in a whifper lurk ; 
Where Cupid pays in fpecie for his v/iles, 
And judges frown whene'er a lady fmiles ; 
Where equal farce continual (port affords 
At Covent-Garden, or the Houfe of Lords ; 260 

Where beggars with feigned tears and ready fmiles, 
Cringe to St- James, or blubber to St. Giles ; 
Ye who confufedly fail in motley trim 
Down this full flood of pleafure, bulinefs, whim, 
Whether you frame fmooth, glib, and fpecious lies 
To cheat a tradefman, or to raife fupplies. 
With private or with public mifery fport, 
Cheats upon 'Change, or Parafites at Courts 
2 
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Now paufe awhile ! — For one refledting hour 

Forego your hopes of gain, your dreams of power, 270 

And hark, while tells the Mufe what monftrous crimes, 

What new-found fins referv'd for our ftrange times. 

Their hideous forms to Addington betray. 

From morn's firft languifh to the death of day. 

Here mark the thanklefs child, the unnatural fire, 

The Pandar flave who lets his fpoufe for hire. 

The adulterous friend, the trufted wanton wife. 

The brother aiming at the brother's life, 

The rake who cools in beauty's arms his heat, 

Then lets her ftarve, or ply for bread the ftreet, 280 

And that dark train of foes to moral rules, 

Thieves, Bawds, Aflaflins, Gamblers, Knaves, and Fools, 

Fools, who would fain be knaves No more I'll write^ 

Hence, odious forms, nor longer fliock my fight ! 
Elfe by dilguft and fcorn to madnefs driven, 
Burfting thofe chains which bind my.foul to Heaven, 
I fliall difdain to breathe fuch tainted air. 
Shall blufh an human form like thefe to wear, 
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( 33 ) 
For prefent eafe (hall barter future blift, 
And fure no world can be more black than this, 290 

Deep in my fwelling heart fhall plunge the knife, 
And cry, while flies my foul from mortal ftrife, 
** Heaven blefs my father, though he gave me life !'' 

Ceafe, wild enthuiiaft ! end thy angry tale, 
O'er human frailties drop companion's veil ; 
View them with grief, not rage, nor dare to fcan 
With cenfure too fevere thy fellow-man ! 
Think, had no parent watch'd thy pliant youth, 
Curb'd thy wild paflions, turn'd thy fteps to Truth, 
And taught thee by her radiant light to know 300 

That blifs is virtue, and that guilt is woe, 
Spuming reftraint, and fcorn'd each facred vow. 
Haply thyfelf had been what thefe are now ; 
Thefe, who by headftrong paflions forc'd away. 
Or prefling want, or ftrong example's fway, 
Strangers to love of man, or fear of God, 
But trod perhaps thofe paths their parents trod, 
While ignorance led them to that whirlpool's brink, 
Where long they ftruggled, and where now they fink ! 

F 



( 34 ) 



174- NuUane perjuri capitis, fraudifque nefandae 

Poena erit ? Abreptum crede hunc graviore catena 
Protinus, 8c nofht) (quid plu8 vejit. ira ?) uecari 



( 55 ) 

Oh ! ;s\v« their lot, my foul, nor more repine . 310 

To bear thofe evils Fate has fix'd on mine ; , 
Content, though many a grief my bofom wrings, 
If ftill that bofom owns no confcious flings, 
If ftill I know for others wounds to feel, 
With pity view them, and with pleafure heal. 
And ftill thofe pangs which caufe fo k^en a fmait, 
Nor four my temper, nor deprave my heart. 
Yes ! though by fate with heavieft forrows curft. 
From my pale lips no murmuring breath fhould burft. 
If ftill my hand had power tx? raife the oppreft, 329 

And, though unbleft myfelf^ fiaake others bleft \ 

That power, Emilius, ftill is yours ! — ^Then why 
Thus pants your bofom, and thus flames your eye ? 
Your gold, though loll 

EMILIUS. 

...... Nay, 'tis not gold which makes 

This fury tear me ; but my bile it Ihakes, 

That ftill my lawful fuit in vain I urge, 

And ftill yon caitiff mocks the avenging fcourge ! 
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C 36 ) 

177. Arbitrio. Manet ilia tamen jaAuia, nee unquam 
Depofitum tibi ibfpes erit. Sed corpore truneo 
Invidioia dabit minimus fblatia fanguis. 



180. At vindiiSta bonum vit^ jucundius ipsl. 



189. ■ Quippe minuti 

Semper 8c infirmi eft animi exiguique voluptas, 

Ultia 



( 37 ) 
Could I but once his well-eamM fuflferings fee ! . . • • 

THE AUTHOR. 

^ And would his fufferings then bring wealth to thee ? 
Would with his blood gold to thy coffers run, 330 

Or all his groans repay thee one pound one ? 

EMILIUS. 

Not fo ; but vengeance 

THE AUTHOR. 

Hulh ! — ^To mention fear 

What thou muft Ihame to fpeak, I Ihame to hear I 
Bafe minds alone delight in vengeance find, 
That low vile paflion of a low vile mind ! 
Oh ! think, when fummoned to the throne of Heaven, 
As thou forgav'fl, fo thou Ihalt be forgiven ! 
And think, what pangs would rack each throbbing nerve, 
If God Ihould judge us, as our faults deferve ! 
Say, at this moment fhould the perjur'd wretch, 340 

Stung with remorfe, his hands imploring flretch 
Tow'rds thee for pardon, while with tears and groans 
Thy foot he kiffes, and his guilt he owns, 

4 



( TtS ) 



192. Cur tamca hos tu 

Evafifle putes, qiios diri confcia fa(5li 

Mens habet attonitos, et furdo verbere caedit^ 

Occultum qiiatiente animo tortore flagellum ? 



o 



. ( 39 ) 
Should that foot fpurn him ? Would'ft thou frown, and cry 
" Back, finner, to the flames thou fain would'ft fly l^ 
'Twere nobler far, thy thirft of vengeance o'er, 
To bid the finner rife, and fin no more ; 
'Twere nobler far to play the Chriftidn's part, 
Aid ftruggling Confcience to fecure his heart. 
Confirm his faith, with hope infpire his breaft, ^ 350 
And make him virtuous now, hereafter bleft. 
Then, when thou died'ft, the tranfport thine would be 
Proudly to boaft — "God owes a foul to me r 
But if revenge alone can pleafe you, know. 
E'en now, though law was blind, though juftice flow. 
More pangs he feels, his heart by confcience rent. 
Than you could name, or mortal brain invent. 
True, from his lips no 'plainfs inform the crowd 
What pains are his -deep are his groans, not loud* ; 
True, from his eyes no ftreams of anguifh roll, 360 

His burning tears fall inwards on his foul : 
There brood thy vipers, Confcious Guilt, and dart 
With ceafelefs fpite their fangs into his heart ; 

^ " CuriVs not loud, but deep." Macbeth. 
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197* Poena autem vehemens ac mult6 faevior illis 

Quas Sc Caeditius gravis invenit aut Rhadamanthus^ 
No(Sle dieque fuum geftare in pedtore teftem. 

211. Perpetua anxietas nee menfae tempore ceflat, 
Faucibus ut morbo ficcis, interque molares 
Difficili crefcente cibo : fed vina mifellus 
Exfpuit. 



.( 4^ ) 
There prints with bloodlefs ftroke thy lUfint fteel 
Wounds, that no balm can eafe, no time can heal ! 
Not all the pangs which Dante's vifions fwell, 
No freezing limbo, and no fiery hell, 
Surpafs his torments, who ftill bears unbleft . : 
A felf-accufer in his own fad.breaft, • , 

Difguft, and ceafelefs Care, and anxious Fear 370 

Still fhare his bed, and at his board appear. 
In vain his Cooks their various arts combine 
Each difh to feafon, and each fauce refine ; 
Champagne's rich grape in vain, to chear his foul, 
With brilliant bubbles fills his chryftal bowl : 
The harpy Confcience pounces on her prey*, 
Tears from his hand the untafted food away. 
And, ere the wine his pallid lips can pafs, 
Her gall-fraught tongue drops poifon in his glafs. 

* At fubitae horrifico lapfu de montibus adfuiit 
Harpy iap^ 8c magnis quatiunt clangoribus alas, 
Deripiuntque dapes^ coutacluque omnia foedant 
linmundo. jEneid, Book I IT. 
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( 4i ) 

m 

217. No<Sl:e brevem £i forte induliit cura foporem, 
Et toto veiiata toro jam membra quiefcunt, 
Continii6 templum, Sc violati Numinus aras, 
Et (quod praecipuis mentem fudoribus urget) 
Te videt in fbmnis. Tua facra Sc major imago 
Human^ turbat pavidum, cogitque fateri. 



( 43 ) 
Next mark, my friend, his flurabers ! — If Repofe 380 

Lifls to his fuit, and bids his eye-lids clofe, 
Mark what convulfions heave his martyr'd breaft, 
And frequent ftarts, and heart-drawn iighs atteft, 
Though Nature grants him fleep, that Guilt denies him reft. 
Now groans of tortur'd ghofts his ear affright ; 
Now ghaftly phantoms dance before his fight ; 
And now he fees (and fcreams in frantic fear) 
To fize gigantic fwell'd thy angry Ihade appear ! 
Swift at thy fummons rufli with hideous yell 
Their prey to feize the Denizens of hell ! 390 

Headlong they hurl him on fome ice-rock^s point. 
Mangle each Umb, and diflocate each joint ; 
Or plunge him deep in blue fulphureous lakes ; 
Or lalh his quivering flefh with twifted fnakes ; 
Or in his brain their burning talons dart ; 
Or from his bofom rend his panting heart 
To bathe their fiery lips in guilty gore !— 
Then ftarts he from his couch, while dews of horror pour 
Down his dank forehead — wrings his hands, and prays to 
lleep no more. 
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( 44 ) 
223. Hi funt qui trepidant, & ad omnia fulgura pallent, 
Ciim tonat, exanimes primo quoque murmure coeli ; 
Non quafi fortuitiis, nee ventorum rabie, fed, 
Iratus cadat in terras, Sc vindicet ignis. 



227. Ilia nihil nocuit, cur^ graviore timetur 

Proxima tempeftas ; velut hoc dilata fereno. 



229. Prxterea, lateris vigili cum febre dolorem 

Si coepere pati, milTum ad fua corpora morbum 
Infefto credunt d Numine ; faxa Deorum 



( 45 ) 

Hark ! the Storm-^xmon flirieks !— It thunders ! — Lo ! 400 . 
How pale his cheeks, how wild his eye-balls grow, 
Heard the firft murmur ; while he waits the crafli, 
And dreads to fee the etherial meteors flafh. 
No fhock of clouds, he thinks, no ciifual hand 
Rolls the red bolt, or darts th' avenging brand ; 
Tis Heaven's own voice in thunder bids him die. 
And 'tis to blaft him yon blue lightnings fly ! 
His fears were vain ; the ftorm difperfcs ;— true, 
But who can anfwer what the next may do ? 
Though now fweet nature fleeps, and Ikies are fair, 4T0 
Soon gathering clouds again may gloom the air ; 
Soon fhafts divine, winged by celeftial breath. 
Again may glare; and the next fhaft brings death ! 

With ceafelefs fears and confcious pangs oppreft 
By day, by night unknown one hour of reft, 
Wafted his limbs, his ftrength and fpirits fled, 
Difeafe now chains him on her thorny bed. 
The couch in crowds though Galen's fons furround, 
His dire complaints deride their fkill profound ; 

I 



( ^ ) 

232. Haec, 8c tela {)utant. Pecudem fporidere ^cello 
Balantem 8c Latibus criftam promittere galli 
Non audent. Quid €nim fperare nocentibus segris 
Cencefliim ? 



237. Ciim fcelus admittunt, fupereft conftaiitia : quid fas, 
Atque nefas, tandem incipiunt fentire peradlis 



( 47 ) 
No med'dne brings relief, no pang is eas'd, 420 

For who can medicine to a mind difeas*d* ? 
Heaven*s Lord alone ! — " And Ihall I dare invoke 
** With prayers that Power, whofe holieft law I broke? 
** In heaven ftill frefh my Adolated vow, 
" Will angels heed my forced repentance now ? 
" Hence, idle thought ! no prayers can now obtain 
" Aid from infulted Heaven, and man*s is vain !** 
Thus cries the wretch, diflxadtion in his eye, 
Hopelefs to Uve, yet unprepared to die ; 
By fear his foul, by pain his body vext, "j 430 

By confcience tortured, and by doubt perplext, ^■ 

Loathing this world, and fhuddering at the next. J 

Yet though his old offence thus brands with ihame 
His confcious forehead, and unmans his frame, 

* Can'ft thou not minifter to a mind difeafed. 
Pluck from th^ memory a rooted forrow,. 
Raze out the written troubles of the brain, 
.And with fome fweet oblivious antidote 
Cleanfe the foul fpirit of that perilous ftuff 
That weighs upon the heart ? Macbbth. 
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( 48 ) 

»35). Criminibus, ' Tamen ad mores tiaturarecurrit. .: 
Damnatos, fixa &: tnutari nefcia. Nam quis .. •. 
Peccandi finem pofuit fibi ! quando recepit 
Ejedhim ferriel attrit^ de fronte ruboreftv? ^ ': lI , • 
Quifnam hominnm eft, quern tn tohtentijm videris uno 
Flagitio ? Dabit in laqueum veftlgia nofter - 
Perfidus, fe nigri patietur carcei"!^ uncurri. 



248. ■ ■ j ■ ' ■ ■ Tandcmqvieiatgbej^:laetus 

Nee furdupEV, JiecTirefiara qH^nquameflfe Dwfwrov 






( 49 ) 
When fome new fin excites his impious zeal, 
His heart is adamant, his nerves are fteel : 
Nor think, your peijur'd friend, reformed by time, 
Will bound his forfeits to this (ingle crime. 
The rofe of innocence, once rent away. 
No more fhall grace his brow. And who can fay, 440 

*' One ftep, and then no further P'^- This firft fin 
Crown'd with fuccefs, ere long his feet fhall win 
To loftier heights of vice, and urge his fate 
From bad to worfe, from little crimes to great. 
Till his broad guUt for public vengeance calls. 
And to the laws his life a vidtim falls. 
Then fhalt thou own (and blufh at thy miflTuft"^, 
Crimes flill are punifli'd, and God flill is jufl ! 

Here break we off! — Speed thou to Lombard-flreet, 
Or plod the gambling 'Change with bufy feet, 450 

'Midft Bulls and Bears fome falfe report to fpread. 
Of Pruflia armed, or Buonaparte dead, 
From fpecious lies an honejl gain to draw, 
And fpoil fome wretch in forms allowed by law ; 
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( 51 ) 
More dupes to find, more knavifh tricks to learn, 
And fooled thyfelf, fool others in thy turn : 
While I, fequeftered in fome favourite nook, 
Or guide the pencil, or explore the book, 
Bleft, if ftill free from mad Ambition's dreams, 
Youth's vain ralh hopes, and Intereft's fordid fchemes, 460 
I fometimes hear, to chear my lonely hours. 
The Mufe awake her lute's harmonious powers. 
And ftill can boaft (when down life's vale I bead ^ 

My fteps, nor grieved, nor glad my days to end}, ^ 

A feeling heart, an open hand, content, and one true friend. J 
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